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A  CYCLE  OF  SONNETS 
BY  L.  NIGHTINGALE 


PR 

Si  1^ 


EDICATED  TO 
URANIA.t@.t@. 
"  The  secret  of  re- 
demption alike  for 
the  individual,  the  generation  & 
the  race,  lies  IN  THE  WELL 
IN  EACH  HEART." 

( Fiona  Macieod) . 


r\^  f^.rV^' 


I. 

Dedicatory . 

)EAR  &  most  distant — close,  yet  far  away. 
Take  thou  the  Poet-homage  of  a  Hfe, 
Hear  thou  all  prayer  no  mortal  lips  can 

Hearken  to  Song  that  with  its  pain  is  rife 
Yet  would  not  yield  one  note  of  agony 
For  sweetest  solace  of  another's  face. 
For  utmost  boon  bestowed  by  aught  save  thee  ; 
Grant  me  this  guerdon  by  thine  own  dear  grace 
From  every  token-flower  of  joy  and  grief, 
Through  every  surging  wave  of  sorrow's  sea, 
In  every  cadence-haunted  yellow  leaf 
Behold  Love  striving  with  Mortality. 
Know  thou,  I  am  Love's  lyre,  his  instrument. 
Each  Melody  seeks  thee,  dies  there,  content. 


II. 


HEN  did  Soul  first  meet  Soul?  Ah,  who 

shall  say? 

Remembrance  doth  not  garner  in  one 

glance, 

^'et  was  her  first  sheaf  stored  when  on  life's  way 
Thy  Spirit  call'd  to  mine — no  sport  of  chance. 
No  idle  painted  joys  that  met  to  wend 
Twin-bubbles  on  Time's  river — From  Soul-trance 
Together  woke,  together  still  must  grow 
Through  pain  of  longing,  nearer  some  far  end 
Decree  of  Destiny,  full  well  I  know 
'Tis  Love  Himself  must  lead  us  to  Life's  goal 
Whereof  the  end  is  hidden — Soul  to  Soul, 
Heart-beat  to  heart  shall  speak,  though  each  forego 
All  bliss  save  dream-world  rapture — Yet  not  sad 
Two  lives  whom  recognition's  glance  made  glad. 


III. 


I  HEY  talk  of  frost  and  tell  of  winter's 

,   snow, 

w  I  know  a  garden  where  bright  blossoms 
blow, 

The  land  wherein  1  dwell,  all  red  and  white 
Roses  bloom  joyfully  the  livelong  night. 
It  is  not  far  away  this  realm  I  sing, 
But  where,  O  where  ?  I  tell  not,  though  you  bring 
All  treasure  that  the  earth's  deep  mines  afford 
And  heap  it  up  in  one  huge  glittering  hoard; 
I  should  not  see  nor  know  it  there,  who  hide 
'Neath  winter's  icy  shroud,  whate'er  betide. 
My  dream-built  blossom  buds  no  frost  can  chill. 
No  rigours  blight  their  bloom,  nor  winters  kill: 
Immortal  warriors  sentinel  that  throne 
Whereon  one  reigns,  Love's  all,  and  yet  mine  own. 


IV. 


HEN  first  I  saw  thee,  was  it  Winter, 

Spring, 

Autumn,  or  Summer  ?  O  'twas  Winter 
white, 

And  still  'tis  Winter,  though  a  world  doth  sing. 
Though  Nature  lies  to  me  with  colours  bright. 
And  vernal  winds  deceive  with  fragrant  breath, 
There  is  no  world  in  song  or  flower,  I  know, 
But  all  is  wrapt  in  trance  more  still  than  death. 
And  I  ?  I  wander  with  my  weight  of  woe 
Silent,  with  Sorrow  in  her  sable  dress. 
Through  pathless,  songless,  hopeless  wilderness. 
Winter  and  Sorrow,  Death  and  cold  Despair, 
These  are  my  friends,  for  thou  art  not  my  friend. 
Why,  if  thou  wert !  The  bleakest  moor  were  fair, 
My  heart  were  full  of  music  without  end. 


V. 


ET,  once  Heav'n  shone  before  my  tranced 

^jieyes, 

L^P  For  thine  smiled  down  &  the  small  earth 
grew  great, 

"  But  'twas  a  fabled  dream  of  Paradise  ? " 
"  Love  is  a  dream  that  dieth,  soon  or  late  "  ? 
Love  is  a  power  more  strong  than  Death  or  Fate, 
For  that  one  gaze  of  thine  hath  whisper'd  me 
More  than  long  years  of  shadowed  misery. 
Once  thou  didst  love  me — in  those  days  I'll  live. 
And  'stead  of  joy,  take  what  such  Love  doth  give: 
Pain  is  my  pleasure,  welcome  mystic  guest, 
Within  my  bosom  is  thy  haunt,  and  rest 
Awaits  thee  in  a  heart  that's  all  thine  own ; 
Sorrow  thy  sceptre,  carven  grief  thy  throne. 
Thy  music,  Autumn's  sighing  semitone. 


VI. 


TRAVELLER  journeyed  through  a 

wilderness: 

Lone,  rugged, was  the  way;  the  path  how 
steep, 

The  promised  land  how  should  he  gain,  unless 
His  tireless  gaze  probed  through  the  darkness  deep 
Up  to  the  stars,  whose  golden  guerdon  bright 
Suffused  with  splendour  all  that  once  was  dark. 
Whose  plenitude  of  calm  surged  through  unrest: 
The  stars  were  thy  Soul's  light;  the  calm,  thy  breast; 
It  was  thy  passion  lit  the  parent  spark; 
Thy  words  made  this  wild  Poet  stay  her  hand, 
And  yearn  to  tread  with  thee  that  wonderland 
Where  thy  soul  dwells — to  find  such  fire  and  light 
As  makes  immortal  those  who  tread  with  thee 
The  mountain-path  of  heaven-mystery. 


VII. 

NEVER  dream  my  soul  is  thy  desire, 
Darkling  I  dwell,  a  shadow,  by  thy  side; 
Yet  in  the  splendour  of  each  sunset  fire 
And  in  the  hidden  heart  of  evening-tide 
It  is  my  love  that  seeks  thee,  not  in  vain. 
For,  loving  Nature,  thou  lov'st  me  again 
Who  am  her  servitor,  as  thou:  so.  Morn, 
Noon, Twilight,  Night  are  voices  calling  thee 
From  me,  thy  Poet,  who  seemeth  less  forlorn 
Now  I  am  master  of  such  melody 
As  Pan's  pipes  breathed  in  poetry's  golden  age 
Before  love  'gan  his  weary  pilgrimage: 
Love,  once  thy  Lord,  now  slave  to  drear  decree. 
Outcast  from  blessedness,  yet  bound  to  thee  ! 


VIII. 

)ET,when  some  subtle  sorrow-breathing 

spell 

Spreads  a  pale  blight  o'er  what  were  else 

so  fair, 

Straight  to  my  heart  a  sigh  from  thee  doth  tell 
That,  in  such  hour,  my  soul  with  thine  may  share 
One  hour  of  grieving,  even  make  it  less. 
For  then  my  love  shall  yield  thee  happiness 
Constant,  secure,  eternal  as  the  Night, 
Silent  as  Noon,  than  sun-kissed  Dawn  more  bright, 
It  shall  surround  thee  with  a  magic  zone 
And  crown  thee  mine,  on  sorrow's  carven  throne; 
And  do  I  summon  sorrow  ?  Wretch  am  I, 
Who  oft  have  longed  a  million  deaths  to  die 
To  bring  one  April  joy  unto  my  Love, 
Thus  Passion's  rebel  Reason's  king  doth  move  ! 


IX. 


HAT  is  it  I  do  seek  ?  What  viewless 

sight 

More  wondrous  &  more  fair  than  earth 

can  show  ? 

What  do  these  eyes  crave  ?  some  more  perfect  light 
Than  mortal  vision  grants  to  man,  "  Forego 
These  nameless  longings  that  no  bliss  can  slake, 
These  aery  shapes  of  evanescent  birth, 
Banish  cloud-shadows,  and  from  substance  take 
Solid  largesse  from  the  wide  lap  of  earth  ! " 
Nay, 'tis  my  birthright-heritage,  Desire, 
I,  even  I,  have  glow'd  with  that  dread  fire 
Prometheus  gave  to  all  who  round  him  came 
Bartering  soul  and  body  for  such  flame 
As  aureoles  the  Poet's  sacred  head. 
Ever  I  burn,  with  songs  and  tears  unshed. 


X. 


x\ST  night,  last  night,  I  built  a  bridge  of 

dreams. 

It  spanned  the  rivers  of  our  separate  lives. 
Last  night  I  prison'd  Love  in  his  own  beams 
And  stored  his  honey  in  my  soul's  deep  hives. 
Last  night  I  ventur'd  where  I  ne'er  shall  come 
Till  thy  soul's  torch  shall  bid  thy  wanderer  home^ 
Last  night  'twas  thou  didst  beckon  me  to  thee, 
Last  night  ?  nay,  'twas  thy  smile,  eternity. 
That  shone  out  once  through  time's  devouring  mist, 
And  all  the  sky  glowed  one  great  amethyst; 
Spirit  with  Spirit  met,  was  satisfied  ? 
Nay  !  for  immortal  thirst  drinks  not  to  slake. 
It  doth  but  stem  its  fiercest  longing's  tide. 
It  doth  but  tune  its  heart-strings  e'er  they  break. 


XI. 


[F  every  dream-built  bridge  too  frail  should 

prove 

To  bear  the  heavy  burden  of  my  love, 
What  v^^ould  I  do  ?  Why,  build  a  faery  boat. 
Its  outspread  wrings  upon  Thought's  stream  should 
float, 

And  o'er  that  rushing  river's  swollen  tide 
Should  sail,  and  run,  and  bear  me  to  thy  side. 
But  what  if  storms  arose  and  billows  reared 
Their  mighty  forms  of  force  to  wreck  my  barque  ? 
O  then  upon  the  flood,  across  those  dark 
Mysterious  waves,  this  soul  (that  never  feared 
Danger,  saw  darkness,  when  the  other  side 
Meant  thee,  my  goal)  would  cast  herself  and  swim 
Through  terrors  nameless  over  Death's  wide  brim. 
So  might  I  in  that  longed-for  port  abide. 


XII. 

REAMS  were  my  life  before  I  saw  thy 

face, 

Dream-fruits  were  all  my  food — dream- 
gardens  grew 

Within  my  heart — earth-blossoms  had  no  space, 
'Twas  faery-winds  their  trumpet-petals  blew. 
Then,  when  thy  glance  met  mine,  mine  eyes  awoke 
And  found  the  waking  terrible  and  sweet, 
While  earth-winds  with  their  thunderous  echoes 
broke 

Upon  mine  ear,  the  hour  when  thou  didst  meet 
And  claim  a  willing  captive  'neath  thy  sway  ; 
O,  on  that  dawn  of  triumph,  didst  thou  not, 
Not  once,  for  one  brief  moment  of  a  day 
Beloved,  turn  and  love  one  instant,  what 
Was  made  thy  lyre  to  voice  thy  secret  soul. 
And  hymn  each  separate  triumph  to  its  goal  ? 


XIII. 

fF  e'er  I  call'd  love  hopeless^  I  retract, 
Love  is  alight  with  hope,  for  evermore ; 
Is  Love  a  usurer,  who  doth  exact 
Payment  that  must  exceed  his  treasure's  store  ? 
Nay  Love,  I  give  thee  all,  nor  seek  return. 
Sure  that  this  heart  shall  find  its  longing's  quest ; 
On  my  soul's  altar  Song  doth  ever  burn 
With  constant  flame  that  dreameth  not  of  rest, 
But  hope  it  hath,  eternal,  in  its  breast ; 
I  think  its  very  life  is  hope  and  faith. 
It  is  more  real  than  Sorrow's  sighing  wraith. 
More  true  than  steel,  than  fate  or  death  more  strong, 
It  doth  escape  the  multitudinous  throng 
That  to  a  cold  Oblivion  doth  belong. 


XIV. 

I Y  love's  invuln'rable,  thou  canst  not  wound 
Cold  stranger,  with  the  stab  of  thy  disdain, 
My  love  is  music,  concord  of  sweet  sound 
By  Seraphs  sung,  to  ease  me  of  my  pain  ; 
My  love  is  poetry,  and  the  Poet  is  free, 
From  every  wind  of  heaven  gathereth  he 
Thoughts  broider'd  fair,  with  colours  from  the  sun 
And  rainbow-tints  from  fancy's  curious  store  ; 
My  love  is  marble  by  a  god  breathed  o'er 
To  perfect  semblance  of  himself  (and  yet 
My  love's  an  April  day  whose  eyes  are  wet) . 
"  A  winged  Hope,  whose  race  is  nearly  run  ; " 
Waters  can  quench  not,  nor  a  deluge  drown. 
Star-fire  its  heart,  immortal  youth  its  crown. 


XV. 

HE  Poet  longs  to  shrine  his  dream  in  chords, 
Musician  seeketh  out  a  Poet's  words. 
The  Sculptor  carves  the  vision  that  he  sees 
To  subtle  strains  of  unheard  harmonies, 
And  Painters,  by  the  cunning  of  their  hand, 
Weave  richest  fantasies  of  faery-land  ; 
My  passion  dwells  in  all  that's  wise  and  fair. 
It  is  philosophy's  most  hidden  truth, 
The  nameless  charm  that  lurketh  everywhere, 
The  rapture  of  ineffable  bright  youth. 
The  glow  of  Autumn  and  the  sheen  of  Spring, 
Winter's  white  wisdom,  Summer's  balmiest  breath. 
Radiance  of  rose,  softness  of  sea-bird's  wing, 
The  sap  of  life,  the  hidden  peace  of  death. 


XVI. 

[OOK  through  the  great  gold  gateway  of 

the  West, 

What  view'st  thou  there,  the  sad  decline 

of  day  ? 

Nay  rather,  roseate  islands,  vales  of  rest ; 
Let  my  love  wing  thee  there  ;  O  far  away 
Shall  sound  earth's  tumult  and  the  weary  fret 
Of  hearts  that  nor  remember  nor  forget 
Those  starry  lands  whereof  they  once  were  free, 
Ot  hearts  that  hunger  in  dumb  misery 
For  what?  they  know  not.  There  thou  shalt  find  peace, 
All  bitter  clamorous  memories  shall  cease, 
And  every  melody  that  haunts  thee  there 
Be  but  the  answer  of  my  soul's  rapt  prayer, 
Thou  wilt  find  me,  I  thee,  who  shall  profane 
With  words,  the  joy  of  union  after  pain  \ 


XVII. 

F  every  note  of  Spring's  sweet  symphony 

And  every  perfume  born  of  violets' 

breath, 

If  every  vocal  joy  that  builds  in  tree 
And  pours  thanksgiving-ode  for  Winter's  death, 
If  every  tender  blossom  had  a  mouth 
To  sound  pink  pleasure  over  all  the  land, 
If  every  balmy  wind  soft-blown  from  South 
Could  tell  my  Love,  they  would  not  understand 
The  golden  message  that  I'd  send  by  them. 
Not  earth  herself,  with  jewelled  diadem 
Of  April  flow'rs  and  show'rs  can  show  it  thee, 
Yet  in  Spring's  silence-haunted  mystery 
Perchance  it  hath  a  home,  and  when,  above. 
Lark  lifteth  joy  from  earth,  he  tells  my  love. 


XVIII. 

I'LL  drown  thy  sorrow  in  a  flood  of  song, 
And  in  heart's  furnace  melt  each  grief  to  gold. 
Such  alchemy  to  Poets  doth  belong. 
Such  power  to  Lovers !  Thus  at  length  I'll  fold 
The  very  soul  of  thee  within  my  breast, 
And  thou  shalt  yield  thyself  to  me  and  rest. 
At  last ...  at  last . . .  sweet  peace  shall  claim  for  me 
The  past's  long  debt,  each  pang  repaid  shall  be  ; 
The  very  Gods  shall  envy  us  such  wealth, 
High  Heaven  shall  look  and  wonder,  when  we  wake 
From  out  that  long  sad  dream,  wherein  by  stealth 
We  quench'd  that  thirst  our  souls  were  born  to  slake 
Each  from  the  other's  fount.  Swift  Song,  take  wing, 
Fly  to  that  heart  who  taught  thine  own  to  sing. 


XIX. 

AR  back  I  look,  clear  shines  the  silver  past. 
Far  on  I  gaze,  lo  !  gold  futurity, 
Scarce  dare  I  dwell  upon  such  vision  vast. 
Great  sun-kiss'd  heights  of  joy  for  thee  and  me  ! 
What  though  heav'ns  heights  are  hidden  by  earth's 
rain  ? 

What  though  Love's  lyrics  throb  with  parting's  pain? 
'Tis  but  a  breath  of  time  o'er  life  eternal, 
'Tis  but  a  minor  chord  in  song  supernal. 
From  sorrow's  threnodies  a  Poet  can  make 
Eternal  harmony ;  FU  boldly  take 
A  harp  from  Heav'n,  will  bid  it  sound  for  thee 
Echoes  of  Orpheus'  magic  minstrelsy ; 
Lit  by  the  inspiration  of  thine  eyes. 
Warmed,  cherished  in  thy  bosom's  paradise. 


XX. 


IPRING'S  herald  walk'd  and  wak'd  the  wood 
to-day, 

|(The  wood  that's  neighbour  to  the  silent  down) 
Bright  gleam'd  her  beauty,  kindled  by  twin-ray 
Of  hope  and  happiness  she  wore  as  crown  ; 
"  Why  tarries  thy  sweet  Queen  ? "  She  smiled,  and 
toss'd 

Her  yellow  locks  like  moonbeams,  round  her  head, 
"  E'en  now  she  cometh,  can'st  not  hear  her  tread  ? 
Winter's  dark  frozen  river  she  hath  crossed. 
And  February's  snowdrops  wake  and  stir 
To  ring  a  faery  peal  and  welcome  her; 
The  youngest  larch  has  dressed  herself  in  green, 
And  new-born  buds  do  dance  before  our  Queen, 
A  thousand  rainbow  glories  leap  to  birth 
Because  Spring's  laughter  falls  from  heav'n  to  earth." 


XXI. 

PRING  wakes  to-day  from  Winter's  tranced 

sleep, 

Roused  by  birds,  by  faery  snowdrop-bells. 
And  many  a  golden  crocus-bud  doth  leap 
Through  the  brown  earth — e'en  sorrow's  frozen 
wells 

Are  wooed  from  bondage  by  warm  vital  air. 
Deep  in  each  new-born  joy  thou  hidest  there. 
It  is  thy  sunlight  conquers  Winter's  gloom. 
It  is  Love's  Soul  doth  burst  the  body's  tomb, 
'Tis  we  have  made  this  world  a  Paradise, 
My  heart's  the  sun,  earth's  canopy  thine  eyes: 
O  Love,  to-day  be  glad,  mine  instrument 
Thy  heart,  ah  !  give  it  me,  and  I  will  play 
Pasan  of  joy,  to  welcome  Spring  to-day; 
Come,  banish  sorrow;  lo !  her  power  is  spent. 


XXII. 

WANDERED  once  along  a  dusty  street 
Sown  with  poor  phantoms,  dreaming 
they  were  none, 
^  Pale  wretched  men,  whose  miseries  were 
meet 

Neither  for  carven  song  nor  sculptured  stone; 
Slaves  of  a  cruel  commerce-god,  who  strove 
To  mar  that  image  Love  had  striven  to  make 
Of  man's  divinity,  gold  scourges  drove 
Them  on  with  hard  insistence,  a  dull  ache 
Benumbed  my  Spirit,  suddenly  I  turned. 
Oppressed  with  grinding  wretchedness,  lo,  there, 
A  domed  splendour  crowned  the  heights  of  air. 
And  from  a  pinnacle  God's  Mother  yearned 
With  arms  outstretched  to  bless  the  multitude: 
A  symbol  of  thy  Love,  my  Solitude  ! 


XXIII. 

LAND,  whose  stars  may  never  dark- 
ened be, 

O  sea,  whose  waves  roll  ever,  sunlight- 
kissed, 

0  wind,  whose  soft  caresses  whisper  me 
Sweet  harmonies  unblurred  by  time's  grey  mist: 
Land,  Sea,  Wind,  Harmonies,  redeem  thine  own, 

1  was  not  born  to  voice  a  world's  unrest, 
But,  emissary  from  Love's  hidden  throne. 
What  should  I  sing  but  echoes  from  that  blest 
Rapt  choir,  whose  strains  on  exiled  ears  yet  fall. 
Exiled  for  thee,  dream-love,  yet  thou  shalt  come. 
For  with  my  passion's  might  I'll  conquer  all 
Triumphant,  bring  thee  to  the  Poet's  home, 

O  then  thou'lt  love  me,  wilt  approve  my  song. 
And  with  eternal  rapture  heal  time's  wrong. 


XXIV. 

iH  AT  matter  if  I  love  a  thousand  years, 
Before  thy  heart,  warmed  by  my  soul's 
white  fire, 

Washed  by  the  river  of  my  flowing  tears, 
Awakes,  responsive  to  thy  Poet's  desire  ? 
So  thou  wilt  love  me,  I  can  wait  an  age 
In  weary  valleys  of  lone  pilgrimage. 
So  thou  wilt  one  day  from  soul-slumber  wake 
And  bid  its  white  flower  blossom  in  the  brake 
Of  thy  dark  woodland  silence — O  I  know 
There's  magic  power  within  my  passion's  glow. 
Its  leaping  flames  must  reach  their  goal  and  set 
Thy  soul  on  fire,  "  What's  Death  ?  you'll  love 
me  yet !" 

Time's  but  a  moment  in  Eternity, 
Space  but  an  atom  in  our  World  to  be. 


XXV. 

IME  laid  a  menacing  hand  upon  this  brow, 
Touching  these  eyes,  &  lo !  their  sight  waxed 
dim, 

"Thou  canst  not  see  thy  Love's  bright  beauty  now!  " 
I  laughed,  in  triumph  wise,  and  answered  him, 
"Thou  canst  not  ever  touch  nor  take  away 
Nor  hide  one  charm  of  all  that  blest  array. 
Blind  me  thou  canst,  yet  Beauty  still  is  mine." 
But  who  draws  near  ?  What  icy  shuddering  chill 
With  hollow  tone, "This  hour  thy  soul  shall  pine. 
Powerless  thy  little  might  against  my  will ! " 
I  smiled  and  laid  my  head  upon  Death's  breast, 
"Thou  art  my  friend,"  I  cried, "beloved  guest. 
For  thou  shalt  lift  this  little  hour's  dark  vail. 
E'en  now,  above  earth's  clouds,  shines  clear  Love's 
grail." 


XXVI. 

^EARTH-FIRE  or  starlight  shall  the  Poet 

choose  ? 

A  world  of  cold  keen  radiance,  arched  skies 
Wide,  lone,  and  silent  ?  And  for  this  refuse 
The  glow  of  earthly  love's  gay  Paradise  ? 
Yea  !  for  the  Poet  hungers  and  is  fain 
Of  shadows  woven  from  the  sky's  vast  spells. 
How  should  he  waver,  when  the  choice  is  plain  ? 
Deep  in  heart's  tide  responsive  echo  swells, 
Stars  rise  and  set  in  that  wild  firmament 
Ye  know  not  of;  clouds  flit  and  weird  winds  blow 
O'er  him  who's  roofed  by  grey  and  sapphire  tent 
Of  world-immensity.  The  Poet  doth  know 
Each  strand  in  maya-web  by  phantoms  woven. 
Each  flame  in  furnace  where  flesh-bonds  are  cloven. 


XXVII. 

jY  love  is  pure;  thou  shalt  not  find  one  stain 
Of  earth  or  earth-desire  upon  its  white 
And  golden  robe,  enwrought  with  flowers 
of  pain; 

My  love  is  true;  if  thou  shouldst  ne'er  requite 
With  thought  or  look  or  answering  threnody, 
Think'st  thou  'twould  swerve  or  glance  aside  ?  each 
tone 

In  harmony  of  lines  is  thine  alone; 
My  love  is  sure;  through  darkness,  pain,  and  fear 
It  follows  thee,  and  spurns  the  shade  of  doubt; 
My  love  is  faithful;  dwelleth  none  but  thee 
Within  the  sanctuary  of  my  heart; 
My  love  is  strong;  its  army  puts  to  rout 
All  feebler  foes  that  love  for  love's  reward. 
My  love's  a  fortress  that  my  soul  doth  guard. 


XXVIII. 

NEVER  take  those  eyes  away  from  me, 

Such  storms  are  mine,  I  have  great  need 

of  stars, 

For  at  such  radiant  shrines  of  mystery 
Awhile  I  pray,  forgetting  prison-bars, 
Where  have  we  met  before,  that  such  dehght 
Thrills  through  mine  inmost  soul  whene'er  I  meet 
The  gaze  that  pierces  through  heart's  darkest  night; 
Beam  in  the  wilderness,  to  guide  my  feet 
Where'er  thy  heart  shall  bid  me  stand  or  go ; 
In  some  far  ancient  clime  (this  is  my  dream) 
Still  wert  thou  mine  alone — full  well  I  know 
The  channel  of  one  life  holds  not  that  stream 
Of  love,  which  flows  from  one  who  vainly  longs 
To  hymn  a  deathless  love  in  mortal  songs. 


XXIX. 

NEVER  lived  before,  all  else  was  death, 
There  dawned  no  resurrection  ere  I  knew 
The  power  and  passion  born  of  Spirit- 
breath; 

The  mystery  that  sighing  night-winds  blew 
Was  dark  to  me,  until  there  rose  thy  star, 
Then  all  grew  near  that  once  was  dim  and  far ; 
Now  a  whole  Heaven  is  mine  wherein  to  glow, 
World-forests  were  my  choristers  of  woe. 
What  though  each  silver  silence  shrined  a  prayer, 
I  read  thine  eyes  and  found  no  answer  there; 
Now  tempest's  tones  are  music  eloquent. 
And  yon  dark  torrent  with  my  tears  is  blent, 
All  Nature  is  my  lyre — Love's  God  doth  hear 
The  hymn  I  raise  because  thy  soul  is  near. 


XXX. 

HE  Night  rode  stormily  adown  the  sky, 
One  solitary  sea-bird  wheeled  and  soared, 
Loud  raged  the  tumult  of  earth's  waves,  but  I 
Slumbered  secure  and  sweetly ;  wildly  roared 
Mad  myriad-tongues  of  tempest,  still  I  slept 
Because  from  out  thine  eyes  to  mine  had  crept 
One  w^hispered  look  of  love,  it  cradled  me 
In  slumber  calm  and  deep, 'twas  harmony, 
Moonlight,  serene  content,  a  magic  charm 
With  spell  omnipotent,  naught  now  can  harm 
Or  blur  the  music  that  thy  soul  did  give 
From  heaven  to  heart  that  drinketh  and  doth  live; 
Like  flower  whom  draught  of  dew  doth  save  from 
death. 
So  on  my  soul  fell  thy  soul's  lyric  breath. 


XXXI. 

)0 !  as  yon  storm  now  driving  in  hot  haste 
Its  chariot  course  o'er  Heaven's  cloud- 
strewn  highway, 
Lamped  by  those  forked  beams  that  o'er  the  waste 
Shed  weird  and  lurid  light — Dark  shapes  that  Day 
Did  prison,  now  set  free,  do  hurl  mad  might 
Against  their  mother  Nature — so  this  heart 
In  such  wild  warfare  raged,  till  love  and  light 
Did  o'er  the  troubled  waters  twin  beams  dart : 
From  that  mysterious  orb  that  men  call  "  Peace" 
One  smiled,  and  with  that  smile  a  mystic  spell 
Of  calm  ;  for  as  yon  moon  appears,  surcease 
Of  wind  and  tempest,  her  soft  looks  compel 
To  'bate  the  terrors  of  their  wrath,  so  I 
Sleep,  having  touched  thy  hem,  Infinity! 


XXXII. 

HERE  is  my  heaven  ?  No  dome  beyond 

the  sky 

Vaster,  yet  still  a  dome,  with  narrowing 
bound. 

Confined  in  walls  of  space,  with  sense  of  "I," 
Drear  separate-ness  ?  This  were  not  life  crowned, 
Life  sceptred  by  the  Death  that  sets  it  free  ; 
No  fettered  time  my  heaven  can  contain, 
No  space  to  circumscribe  its  liberty, 
No  earth-bond  to  my  heaven  doth  pertain. 
It  is,  to  know  that  I  am  part  of  God, 
That  thou  art  also,  this  our  heritage. 
That  thou  and  I,  the  lark  that  leaves  the  sod 
To  soar  above  in  worship's  pilgrimage. 
All  these  are  echoes.  Heaven  the  larger  lyre, 
A  voice  that  blends  God's  will  and  man's  desire. 


XXXIII. 

WAS  weakest  folly,  blindest  unbelief, 
That  made  me  doubt  thy  love,  now  am  I  free 
To  join  thee  in  those  cypress-groves  of  grief 
Where  thy  soul  walks,  there  mine  shall  comfort  thee: 
No  gift  of  mine  were  worthy  thee,  save  this. 
The  power  to  love  thee  with  such  poet-fire 
That  thou  shalt  grant  me  e'en  my  heart's  desire. 
One  golden  moment  let  Love's  wave  of  bliss 
Surge  o'er  the  flood  of  sorrow,  flood  thy  sad 
Great  heart  and  make  thee  free  and  warm  and  glad, 
Such  fire  shall  melt  thy  heart's  ice,  far  below 
Shall  penetrate  where  waves  of  music  flow; 
Beneath  those  binding  sorrows  that  congeal, 
What  buried  treasures  Love's  thaw  shall  reveal. 


XXXIV. 

WALLOWS  forsook  the  South  because 

of  thee, 

Clove  the  blue  depths  of  air  to  see  thy 

face, 

The  rose  escaped  from  bud  to  mark  each  grace, 
Each  separate  charm  that  spelled  thy  mystery! 
Spring  loosed  her  pearly  veil,  and  showed  thee  all 
Her  Soul  of  love  and  longing,  sunrise  spread 
Such  colour  fantasy  as  might  enthral 
An  artist-god  ;  summer  was  fain  to  wed 
Her  Soul  with  thine  who  made  her  song  more  sweet, 
One  sigh  from  thee  made  Autumn's  ode  complete; 
Winter  grew  white  because  thy  soul  was  sad; 
Smile  out,  O  Love  !  and  make  the  lone  earth  glad, 
The  earth  and  I  to  light  thy  gloom  are  fain, 
Love  seeks  and  finds,  Lo  !  thou  art  mine  again. 


XXXV. 

IS  twilight — The  calm  air  is  softly  still. 
Save  for  yon  distant  bird,  whose  heart  is 
full 

With  pain  &  joy  of  longing,  wonderful 
Such  hush  of  silver  silence;  'twould  be  chill 
Were't  not  that  yonder  sings  one  golden  star, 
Completes  the  cadence,  beckons  me  afar 
To  thee,  remote,  in  consecration's  shrine. 
Thou,  who  art  Heaven's  joy  and  also  mine: 
Such  stillness  brings  thee  ever,  the  wide  air 
Is  vibrant  with  the  music  of  thy  prayer, 

0  pray  for  me — thou  dost!  In  this  still  hour 

1  feel  the  inspiration  of  thy  power. 

Still  guide  me  upward  where  all  glories  are. 
Crown  my  grey  twilight  with  thy  golden  star. 


XXXVI. 

|0  Poet  was  this  Singer,  ere  thy  star 
Rose  up  before  my  dumb  and  wondering 
sight, 

Then,  then  I  heard  thy  mandate  ring  out  far 
From  yonder  distant  pinnacled  snow-height. 
Sing  out  thy  passion,  wake  and  tune  Song's  lyre, 
A  world  will  marvel  at  its  might  and  fire, 
A  world  will  hearken,  I  alone  shall  know 
The  source  and  shrine  of  its  eternal  glow  ; 
Shrink  not  from  pain,  needs  must  he  be  thy  lord, 
Give  thou  thy  heart  unto  his  wounding  sword. 
Thy  task  is  but  to  render  back  that  gift 
The  Poet's  God  upon  thee  hath  bestowed. 
Thine  is  the  burden,  thine  the  strength  to  lift: 
With  voice  and  vision,  faint  not  'neath  life's  load. 


XXXVII. 

HY  love  is  like  some  gracious  spot,  palm- 
fringed, 

That  glads  a  desert-wanderer  'mid  the  waste. 
Thy  heart  a  glimpse  of  heav'n  that  yet  is  tinged 
With  memory  of  earth,  whose  waters  taste 
Sweet  still  in  the  remembrance  ;  were  my  lot 
By  some  strange  sudden  sorrow  reft  of  thee, 
Thy  love  that  falls  like  dew  and  wearies  not, 
Life  were  no  longer  life,  but  misery ! 
Such  clamorous  need  of  thee  my  spirit  hath, 
That  wild  and  wayward  will  that  lies  in  thine 
Like  crimson  briar  across  some  peaceful  path, 
Or  shadow  cast  by  some  lone  murmuring  pine 
O'er  the  still  water  of  a  woodland  lake. 
Which  loves  the  singer  for  its  wild  song's  sake. 


XXXVIII. 

10  what  shall  I  compare  thee — to  yon  sun 
Shining  in  unabated  majesty  ? 
Nay,  for  his  ardent  look  hath  oft  undone 
The  peaceful  spell  of  blue  and  balmy  sky; 
Most  like  art  thou  to  yonder  floor  of  heaven 
Roofing  our  lowly  earth  with  dome  of  light, 
Serene  and  silent,  glowing  softly  bright; 
To  thee  my  deepest  depths  of  love  are  given, 
Others  may  flash  and  stream  athwart  life's  way 
Wild  meteors  a  wild  Poet  may  admire; 
'Tis  thou  art  my  one  constant  fixed  desire, 
And  if  I  shine,  'tis  but  with  borrowed  ray 
From  thy  soul's  star,  and  if  I  soar  and  sing 
It  is  my  vocal  love  doth  heavenward  wing. 


XXXIX. 

HE  little,  lesser  loves  do  feed  on  kisses, 
And  many  a  fond  endearment  seals  their 
plight, 

Our  love  hath  treasure  far  above  such  blisses, 
Our  love's  a  dual  star  that  leaped  one  night 
Flashing  Love's  firmament  with  fire  and  light; 
Weary,  my  aching  heart  and  throbbing  soul, 
Eyes  nothing  found  to  see,  until  thine  eyes 
Prisoned  them  in  their  ancient  Paradise; 
O  with  what  healing  spell  thy  soul  did  shine 
Upon  my  desolation.  Love  divine, 
How  thou  dost  consecrate  thine  own !  ah  me ! 
Earth's  but  a  pilgrimage  of  mystery ; 
Yet  sometimes,  to  faith's  eye,  mists  rise  and  roll 
Off  the  far  summit  of  our  mutual  goal. 


XL. 


"^pg^OMETIMES  I  dream  my  soul  is  thy 
desire, 

Brightly  I  dwell  in  such  benignant  dream, 
Proudly  I  burn  with  thy  reflected  fire, 
Purely  I  glow  with  radiance  from  the  gleam 
Of  thy  white  spirit — sometimes,  too,  I  deem 
More  softly-sweet  thy  slumber-hours  may  be 
Because  of  songs  that  from  this  breast  to  thee 
Do  ever  fly,  on  swift  and  faithful  wing — 
Seldom  such  joy  doth  reach  my  shadowed  shore. 
Rarely  such  birds  of  blessing  haunt  my  skies. 
Yet  one  immortal  moment,  by  those  eyes 
That  lit  hope's  lamp  within  my  soul,  no  more 
(Though  all  is  hushed  till  dawning  shine  again) 
Earth  shall  seem  void,  or  life  a  house  of  pain. 


XLI. 

iHOU  mage  of  April  twilight!  me  thy 
spell 

Encircles,  welcoming  the  charm  of  eld 
Spring  breathes  through  meditation's 
sacred  hour 

A  tender  lyric,  born  from  twilight's  power; 
The  Soul  awakes  and  proves  her  sovereignty. 
This  hour  of  dreaming  dedicate  to  thee: 
It  is  a  world  of  grey  and  silver,  held 
Captive  by  Peace  herself,  yon  vesper  bell 
Sounds  like  far  chime  from  faery  land,  my  soul 
Returns  once  more  to  thine,  its  constant  goal; 
Ever  Spring  twilight  whispers  of  thine  eyes 
Unuttered  mystic  depths  of  Paradise, 
And  when  a  wind  of  evening  shakes  the  trees, 
It  is  thy  spirit's  harp  of  mysteries. 


XLII. 

jTILLNESS  and  a  green  glade  and  thoughts 

of  thee, 

"Melodious  madrigals"  of  dreaming  doves, 
Wild  hyacinthine  incense  floating  free 
From  thousand  thuribles  of  ecstacy, 
The  Poet  circled  by  May's  magic  roves, 
Companioned  by  each  heaven-reflecting  flower, 
Strayed  w^anderer  from  pagan  pageant-bower 
Where  Aphrodite  held  high  revelry; 
Such  is  the  sway  that  ancient  life  of  bliss, 
Dual  delight,  wields  yet,  and  ever  clings 
With  climbing  tendrils  round  this  heart  of  thine, 
And  consecrates  a  life,  once  grey  and  cold, 
Now  golden-carved  chalice,  meet  to  hold 
The  purple  juice  of  Love's  immortal  wine. 


XLIII. 

lOW  is  this  votive  wreath  of  Sonnets 
wrought, 

Humbly  I  lay  it  on  thine  altar,  Love, 
Yet  proudly  too,  because  each  fragile  thought 
Reflects  some  rainbow-jewel  from  above. 
Not  mine,  not  mine  the  glory  of  thy  soul, 
But  mine  the  gift  to  mark  its  gleam  and  glow ; 
Not  mine  the  mantram  chord.  Let  there  be  Light ; 
Yet  mine  to  hail  thy  star  through  gloom  of  night, 
And  mine  a  Poet's  passion,  to  o'erflow 
Its  banks  with  song,  thy  heart  its  ocean-goal. 
More  ancient  such  a  right  than  Egypt's  kings, 
Embalmed  epochs  they — my  Love  shall  be 
Borne  on  swift  splendour  of  immortal  wings, 
Triumph  of  time,  rose  of  eternity. 
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